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that had startled me in the hay slough, and taxed my brother about it. Of course, he told 
me that it was Mr. Turnbulls dog so I would not be afraid. I found out later, from Frank 
Roe, that Mr. Turnbulls dog was a yellow one. 
 Then, there was the Episode of the Skunk. As we neared home one evening from 
our haying in the bush, we were met about half a mile from home by our sister. She was 
in a state of great excitement. After calming her down a little, she told us there was skunk 
in the addition we had built onto the house. It was then only partly finished. It seems she 
had gone to her trunk to get some of her clothes, and as the door had been left open, she 
arrived in time to see a skink disappear inside. She slammed the door shut and ran up the 
trail to meet us, for she heard the wagon coming. The entrance to our cellar was through 
this new addition, and we kept our milk, butter, cream and eggs in there until a milk 
house was built. There were shelves all around the cellar walls. Of course that was where 
the skunk was hiding when Tom finally located it. By this time the odor of the skunk was 
terrible, so my brother just shot it and hauled it out. My brother’s clothes were buried in a 
hole. Father threw everything out of the cellar and sprinkled lime quickly over the floor 
and walls. Needless to say there was no supper that night; we were all too sick to eat, an 
unusual experience. I began to develop bad nerves after that day. Up until then I was not 
easily scared. We wondered what was going to happen next. For the next month, we 
camped outside as we could not eat or sleep in the house. That was the last of the hay 
making and the finishing of the house began. Also the vegetables and potatoes were dug 
up out of the garden and stored in the cellar as soon as the skunk smell left. 
 I must now go back in my story a little and mention an event that took place 
earlier, about the middle of July, just after we had started haying. There was a family of 
old timers, who had just come to Alberta in1887 or possibly earlier than that, at least 
before the railway was built, whose name was Haines. They came from Wyoming and 
were real westerners. They had been living in a log house built into the bank of the creek, 
that today bears their name. There is also a small town named after them. They decided to 
build a large hewn log house. Well, in those days an event like that called for a dance, so 
invitations were issued to the whole countryside from Buffalo Lake to Lacombe. As Mr. 
and Mrs. Harry Chapman and her brothers, were great friends of the Haines family, they 
were especially invited and could bring their friends. They invited Mr. and Mrs. Simpson 
and family and my sister and I. 
 
We were told to put on clothes that would stand a hard wagon ride and to take our others 
with us to wear at the dance. We could change when we got there. We left Chapman’s 
right after dinner and it was after seven o’clock in the evening when we got there. It was 
